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A  GARLAND  OF  LYRICS 

A   SONG   OF   ROSES 

SING  a  Song  of  Roses  !     Love  has  come  to-day, 
Come  like  early  rosebuds,  sweet  and  shy  but  gay. 
Rosebuds  will  be  roses  :  love  will  greater  grow, 
Only  half  its  sweetness  dimly  yet  we  know. 
Rosebuds  in  the  garden  gathered,  Love,  for  you, 
Had  they  such  in  Eden  when  the  world  was  new  ? 

Sing  a  Song  of  Roses  !     Love  so  great  has  grown, 
What  shall  we  compare  it  to  ?     Roses  fully  blown  ? 
Sweetness,  fulness,  beauty  brought  by  sun  and  rain  ! 
Is  not  this  our  happiness  close  akin  to  pain  ? 
Roses  in  their  glory,  Love,  I  bring  to  you ; 
Joy  approaching  agony — roses  touching  rue. 

Sing  a  Dirge  of  Roses  !  sung  by  one  who  grieves. 
Dead  are  all  the  roses  :  fall  the  autumn  leaves. 
But  the  dead  rose-petals  keep  their  scent,  and  I 
In  my  heart  will  keep  you  till  the  day  I  die. 
Rose-leaves  in  their  sweetness  on  your  grave  I  strew 
Bitter-sweet  with  memories  of  our  love  and  you. 
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A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


ENCHANTED 

A  NEW-WORLD  on  my  vision  broke 
When  once  I  saw  the  Fairy-folk. 
Since  unto  them  I  gave  my  heart 
I  find  my  joy  in  things  apart. 

My  Mother  chides  me  that  I  will 
Not  wed  with  any  neighbour.     Still 
Could  I,  who  so  the  Fairies  love, 
Content  with  mortal  man  e'er  prove  ? 

My  Father  sighs  out  day  by  day, 
My  harp  I  will  no  longer  play. 
He  knows  not  I  my  music  find 
In  Fairy-voices  on  the  wind. 

My  sisters  with  their  lovers  talk  : 
They  mock  me  that  alone  I  walk. 
They  know  not  when  alone  I  see 
The  Fairies  come  to  talk  with  me. 

Me  to  my  spinning-wheel  they  set : 
I  spin  awhile — then  I  forget 
And  let  my  wool  in  tangles  fall, 
Thinking  I  hear  the  Fairies  call. 


Enchanted 

They  let  me  to  the  herding  go ; 
I  like  it  well  because  I  know 
I  may,  in  these  long  summer  days, 
Learn  something  of  my  Fairies'  ways. 

So  is  it  that  I  have  lost  touch 

With  all  the  world  :  for  over-much 

The  Fairies  have  been  with  me.     I 

With  them  would  live,  with  them  would  die ! 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


UNE   NUIT   BLANCHE 

TO-NIGHT  the  nightingale  sings  to  the  rose ; 
And,  as  he  sings,  the  all-entrancing  strain 
(So  sweet  its  sweetness  is  anigh  to  pain) 
Awakes  some  echo  in  my  restless  brain, 
That  keeps  me  from  my  much-desired  repose. 

Ah !  had  I  slept,  as  I  had  thought  to  do, 
I  should  have  dreamed  of  you  the  whole  night  long. 
Therefore  I  hate  the  rose  and  hate  the  song 
That  holding  sleep  from  me,  does  me  such  wrong 
By  keeping  me  apart,  in  dreams,  from  you. 

For  had  I  dreamed  of  you  I  might  have  had 
Your  well-beloved  face  before  mine  eyes, 
Your  hands  to  hold,  or  felt  in  rapt  surprise, 
Your  lips  touch  mine,  or  heard  your  dear  replies 
To  words  of  love,  such  as  make  lovers  glad. 

O  bird,  be  silent !     Yet  in  vain  I  plead. 

He  sings  enraptured ;  and,  in  liquid  flight — 

Telling  of  love  and  infinite  delight — 

The  silver  voice  sounds  through  the  silent  night, 

And  has  no  pity  on  me,  in  my  need  ! 


We  did  not  Know 


WE   DID   NOT   KNOW 
A   RONDEAU 

WE  did  not  know  when  first  we  met 
That  we  should  love  and  so  forget 
Our  old  affections,  you  and  I. 
For  so  it  was  till  you  came  nigh 
My  mind  on  Art  alone  was  set, 
And  now  it  is  without  regret 
I  leave  it  all  to  meet  you.     Yet 
That  we  should  change  so  utterly 

We  did  not  know  ! 
You  search  for  the  first  violet 
And  count  you  happy  if  you  get 
It  for  me — you  who  once  could  spy 
At  naught,  unless  for  Science  dry. 
That  Love  was  no  mere  epithet 

We  did  not  know  ! 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


A   THOUGHT 

JUST  a  look,  a  smile,  a  kiss, 
A  meeting — all  our  joy  is  this. 
Just  a  frown,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 
A  parting — one  is  glad  to  die. 


The  Song  of  the  Swallow 


THE   SONG   OF  THE   SWALLOW 

I  BRING  you  hope  again :  I  am  the  Swallow. 

I  come  with  Spring ; 

And,  coming,  with  me  bring 
Dreams  of  the  Summer-tide  that  is  to  follow. 

I  am  the  earnest  of  sweet  things  to  follow — 
Long  days,  short  nights, 
Soft  laughter  and  delights, 

Love  in  all  hearts  and  flowers  in  every  hollow. 

Summer  will  go  and  pleasure  seem  but  hollow ; 

Roses  must  die, 

Then  I  away  shall  fly. 
I  love  not  grief  and  cold  :  I  am  the  Swallow. 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


LAST   NIGHT 
TRIOLET 

LAST  night  you  left  your  hand  in  mine  ! 
Now  what  shall  be  the  end  thereof? 
Your  touch  was  to  my  brain  like  wine, 
Last  night,  you  left  your  hand  in  mine. 
Ah  !     May  I  take  it  as  a  sign 
That  your  heart  answered  mine  with  love 
Last  night  ?     You  left  your  hand  in  mine, 
Now  what  shall  be  the  end  thereof? 


Inconstancy 


INCONSTANCY 

I  GAVE  my  Love  my  choicest  rose, 
She  wore  and  loved  it  for  a  day. 
Another  flower  she  gaily  chose, 
Then  idly  flung  the  rose  away 
And  trod  upon  it  where  it  lay. 
Had  she  forgotten  it  ?     Who  knows  ? 

A  faithful  heart  I  gave  my  Love  : 
Awhile  she  kept  it,  then  she  cast 
It  from  her  like  a  worn-out  glove. 
Ah,  me  !     She  broke  it  at  the  last. 
Was  she  unconscious  that  she  passed 
Me  by  ?     Who  knows  the  truth  thereof? 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


THE   PALACE   OF   SLEEP 

RONDEAU    REDOUBLE 

Now  let  me  rest  awhile  or  I  shall  weep : 
The  air  is  heavy  and  mine  eyelids  close. 
This  is  the  Palace  of  the  God  of  Sleep, 
This  is  the  Court  of  peace  and  sweet  repose. 

Above  the  door  there  hangs  a  nodding  rose, 
Its  scattered  petals,  falling  in  a  heap, 
Make  sweet  the  idle  wind  that  o'er  them  blows. 
Now  let  me  rest  awhile  or  I  shall  weep. 

Across  the  threshold  I  can  scarcely  creep, 
At  every  step  more  potent  Slumber  grows ; 
I  hardly  know  which  path  I  ought  to  keep — 
The  air  is  heavy  and  mine  eyelids  close. 

Around  the  court  a  thousand  poppies  doze, 
Their  subtle  odours  my  dulled  senses  steep. 
Forgotten  be  past  pleasures  and  old  woes  ! 
This  is  the  Palace  of  the  God  of  Sleep. 

The  birds  sing  low,  they  softly  pipe  and  cheep 
Sweet  notes  that  drowsy  harmonies  disclose ; 
Faint  hints  of  dreams  across  my  tired  brain  sweep- 
This  is  the  Court  of  peace  and  sweet  repose. 
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The  Palace  of  Sleep 

Now  let  me  rest  indeed,  for  no  man  knows, 
Save  I,  how  calm  shall  be  my  slumber  deep  : 
No  thought  distracting  here  can  interpose, 
None  can  disturb,  nor  prying  eye  can  peep. 

Now  let  me  rest ! 
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LOVE  AND   1 

A  KYRIELLE 

THE  air  is  heavy  with  sweet  roses'  scent 
And  all  throughout  the  sweetness  there  is  blent 
The  silver  sound  of  singing  in  the  land, 
Now  Love  and  I  walk  ever  hand-in-hand. 

I  scarcely  know  the  day  or  hour  we  met : 
All  that  did  go  before  that  time  forget ! 
It  was  unstable  as  the  shifting  sand, 
Now  Love  and  I  walk  ever  hand-in-hand. 

Can  it  be  that  the  skies  were  ever  grey  ? 
Ah,  see  !  how  blue,  how  blue  they  are  to-day, 
As  if  for  our  good  pleasure  they  were  planned 
Now  Love  and  I  walk  ever  hand-in-hand. 

In  whispers  soft  our  loving  words  we  speak, 
Hand  touches  trembling  hand  and  cheek  meets 

cheek, 

Life's  joy  in  full  is  here  at  my  command 
Now  Love  and  I  walk  ever  hand-in-hand  ! 


The  Moth 


THE    MOTH 

A  CANDLE  flame  that  throws  a  brilliant  gleam, 
A  moth  that  flutters  round,  a  radiant  dream ; 
Then  comes  scorched  wing  and  agony — 
To  Joy,  good-bye ! 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


PAN 

COME  !  let  us  go  afield  to  seek  for  Pan. 
We  shall  not  find  him  in  the  dusty  town 

Whose  noise  would  drown 
The  sweet  notes  of  his  pipe  if  they  began. 

Who  hears  the  pipes  of  Pan,  so  wild  and  sweet, 
Forgets  them  never :  and  the  silver  sound, 

Pure,  full  and  round, 
Calls  him  to  wander  when  his  ears  they  meet. 

And  now  that  we  have  summer  and  long  days 
And  Pan  has  wakened  from  his  winter  sleep, 

So  long  and  deep, 
Seek  we  the  woods  and  follow  in  his  ways  ! 

Deep  in  the  woods  once  more  with  Pan  we  share 
The  peace,  the  secrets  and  the  joys  of  Earth, 

Bubbling  with  mirth, 
Forgetting  there  is  such  a  thing  as  care. 

So  let  us,  for  a  while,  as  we  are  fain, 
Rest   with  the  nymphs  and  fauns  and  Pan,  and 
watch 

Some  Joy  to  catch 

E'er  we  must  go  back  to  the  world  again. 
14 


June  in  the  North 


JUNE   IN   THE   NORTH 

IN  June 

The  blackbirds  and  the  thrushes  sing 

Their  sweetest  tune. 

In  gay  festoon 

The  lilacs  in  the  garden  swing 

In  June. 

In  June 

All  overhead  the  sky  is  fair 

And  blue  at  noon. 

It  is  too  soon 

For  roses,  in  our  northern  air, 
(They  wait  another  moon) 
In  June. 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


YOU   WENT   AWAY 

You  went  away  and  yet  I  never  wept 
As  they  had  thought  I  must  when  we  did  part 
They  knew  not  when  you  left  me  that  I  kept 

Your  heart ! 
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To  Cynthia,  Spinning 


TO   CYNTHIA,   SPINNING 

WHEN  Cynthia  doth  sit  and  spin 

The  wheel  goes  whirring  round  and  round ; 

Sweeter  than  lute  or  violin 

To  me  doth  seem  the  drowsy  sound. 

What  doth  she  spin  there  ?     I  can  tell, 
As  skilfully  her  thread  is  twin'd, 
She  spins  full  many  a  magic  spell, 
The  hearts  of  men  to  her  to  bind. 

Lo  !  as  her  web  a  spider  weaves 
Wherein  to  capture  many  a  fly, 
So  Cynthia  her  end  achieves 
By  spinning,  spinning,  cunningly. 

Why  should  she  thus  waste  time  on  snares 
To  hold  her  victims  bound  to  her  ? 
The  net-work  of  her  golden  hairs 
Would  serve  to  keep  me  prisoner ! 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


A   SPRING   SONG 

THE  breeze-blown  blossoms  the  grasses  cover, 
The  thrush  is  calling,  the  sun  is  high. 
Who  is  so  glad  as  I  ? 
Who  but  my  lover  ? 

The  air  is  sweet  with  the  scent  of  clover, 
High  up  in  the  sky  the  lark  doth  sing. 
Love  is  love — Spring  is  spring — 
All  the  world  over ! 


'  Patriae  quis  exul  .  .  . ' 

"PATRIAE   QUIS   EXUL  SE 
QUOQUE   FUGIT?" 

AH  !  were  I  once  more  home  again  though  I  should 

only  see 
The  cold  grey  haar,  from  off  the  sea,  across  the 

wide  glen  drift 
And  blot  out  all  the  distance :  if  a  blink  of  sun 

there  be 
I  should  welcome  it  with  gladness,  for  I  know  the 

mist  would  lift 
And  show  me  all  the  hillside.     Yet  what  care  I  in 

what  weather 
I  see  the  place  where  I  was  born  ?     I  know  it  out 

and  in; 
I  see  in  dreams  the  grey-green  and  the  purple  of 

the  heather, 

And  am  half  blind  with  the  glory  of  the  honey- 
scented  whin ! 

The  wimpling  burn  goes  flowing  with  its  waters 

brown  with  peat, 
I  can  feel  my  cheek  a-tingle  in  the  cold  wet  northern 

air, 
I  weary  of  this  southern  land,  its  blue  skies  and  its 

heat, 
And  I  sigh  in  vain  for  Scotland,  and  yet  what  should 

take  me  there  ? 

19 
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A  grave  is  in  a  lone  kirkyard  where  once  I  laid 

you,  dearie, 
And  should  I  e'er  win  home  again  'twould  be  near 

you  to  lie ; 
I  want  to  rest  beside  you,  though  the  place  is 

strange  and  eerie 
And  one  hears  no  sound  about  it  but  the  whaup's 

wild  shudd'ring  cry. 


'The  Sovereign  Beauty' 


"THE   SOVEREIGN  BEAUTY' 

O,  THINK  not  that  I  would  reproach  you,  Dear, 

Because  so  many  love  you  !     As  a  light 

Draws  many  moths  that  round  it  flutter  near 

To  perish,  so  with  your  unconscious  might 

Of  Beauty  (like  a  planet  shining  clear, 

Radiant  and  perfect  on  the  field  of  night, 

No  other  star  encroaching  on  its  sphere) 

You  draw  us  on  to  worship  you,  despite 

Our  knowledge  that — poor  moths  ! — our  wings  must 

be 

Burned  and  destroyed ;  if  even  in  the  flame 
Of  Love  we  do  not  perish  utterly. 
You  see  I  have  not  written  this  in  blame ; 
You  are  not  guilty  !     You  to  us  but  turn 
Your  light :  we,  dazzled  by  it,  fall  and  burn. 
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THE   CUCKOO 

IN  May 

The  World  is  gay. 

"  Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo,  Cuckoo  " 
Without  delay 
I  sing  all  day, 

"  Cuckoo." 

In  June 

I'm  out  of  tune. 

Cuckoo ! 
What  shall  I  do 
Morn,  night  and  noon  ? 
I  must  go  soon. 

Cuckoo ! 

In  July 
Away  I  fly 

(Cuckoo !) 
To  something  new 
Without  a  sigh. 
Cuckoo ;  good-bye ; 

Cuckoo ! 
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A   RISPETTO 

LOVE  came  and  talked  with  me  a  little  while. 
What  said  he  ?     That  I  cannot  tell  you.     Nay, 
You  must  not  ask  me  !     Nor  yet  why  I  smile 
And  go  as  in  a  dream  the  livelong  day. 
Love  came  and  left  a  precious  gift  with  me  : 
Look  down,  deep  down,  into  mine  eyes  and  see, 
Your  very  self  indeed  is  mirrored  there — 
The  image  Love  for  me  has  come  to  wear. 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


SINCE  now  I  know  my  Ladye  loves  me  not 
Joy  hath  no  part  in  all  my  future  years. 
Behold  !     How  sad  and  weary  is  my  lot. 
(Oh,  heavy  dropping  of  the  sad  salt  tears  !) 

Joy  hath  no  part  in  all  my  future  years, 
My  life  is  given  over  unto  pain. 
Oh,  heavy  dropping  of  the  sad  salt  tears, 
Grief  that  shall  never  be  assuaged  again  ! 

My  life  is  given  over  unto  pain. 
I  may  not  look  on  her  or  touch  her  hand, 
Grief  that  shall  never  be  assuaged  again. 
My  heart  must  answer  to  her  least  command. 

I  may  not  look  on  her  or  touch  her  hand. 
(Her  stern  behest  I  even  must  obey, 
My  heart  must  answer  to  her  least  command) 
Yet  once  within  these  longing  arms  she  lay. 

Her  stern  behest  I  even  must  obey ; 
No  more  her  slender  hand  in  mine  shall  lie, 
Yet  once  within  these  longing  arms  she  lay  ! 
Is  there  a  soul  on  earth  as  sad  as  I  ? 
24 


Plaint  of  Deserted  Lover 

No  more  her  slender  hand  in  mine  shall  lie. 
What  of  the  loving  songs  we  used  to  sing  ? 
Is  there  a  soul  on  earth  as  sad  as  I, 
Hearing  forgotten  Pleasures  whispering  ? 

What  of  the  loving  songs  we  used  to  sing  ? 
Sweet  words — oh,  how  your  echo  softly  sounds — 
Hearing  forgotten  Pleasures  whispering 
Is  the  reop'ning  of  my  aching  wounds. 

Sweet  words — oh,  how  your  echo  softly  sounds  ! 

The  agony  I  suffer  in  my  heart 

Is  the  reop'ning  of  my  aching  wounds, 

Now  that  I  from  my  Ladye  am  apart. 

"  The  agony  I  suffer  in  my  heart, 
Because  of  this  I  would  most  gladly  die  : 
Now  that  I  from  my  Ladye  am  apart." 
This  is  my  bitter  sorrow's  piteous  cry. 

Because  of  this  I  would  most  gladly  die  : 
Love  and  my  Ladye  have  me  quite  forgot. 
This  is  my  bitter  sorrow's  piteous  cry 
Since  now  I  know  my  Ladye  loves  me  not. 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


THE   WORLD'S   MESSAGE 

A  QUATRAIN 

As  a  child,  holding  to  its  ear  a  shell, 
Hears  nothing  but  the  echo  of  the  Sea, 
So  I  find  nothing  but  the  thought  of  thee 
In  all  the  murmurs  of  the  World's  wide  swell. 
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Phyllida's  Dancing 


PHYLLIDA'S   DANCING 

HAVE  you  not  seen  upon  the  wind 
The  leaves  of  Autumn  gaily  borne  ? 
The  gean-flower's l  petals  you  can  find 
Drifting,  in  Spring,  some  airy  morn  ; 
Or  floating  in  the  Summer  air 
Down  o'  the  thistle,  white  and  fair, 

Dancing  through  space. 

Where  match  their  grace  ? 
More  perfect  charm,  I  dare  be  sworn, 
Phyllida's  dancing  doth  adorn  ! 

1  G  can  =  wild  cherry. 
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SONG 

A  WASTE  of  water,  waste  of  sky, 
A  dull  long  stretch  of  sad  brown  sand. 
I  hear  the  wild  gulls'  mournful  cry 
Echo  across  the  dreary  land. 
Alone,  alone  am  I ! 

A  dancing  sea,  a  sky  of  blue, 
A  wondrous  strip  of  golden  strand — 
The  world  has  been  created  new  ! 
Or  is  it  that  we  once  more  stand 
Together,  I  and  you  ? 
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THE   SONG   OF    THE   FAUNS 

ALL  Summer  long  we  laugh  and  dance  and  play. 
We  know  no  thought  but  pleasure  :  when  we  care 
We  run  mad  races  with  the  swift-limbed  hare ; 
Or,  in  the  waterfall's  refreshing  spray, 
Bathe  coolly,  howsoever  hot  the  day. 

We  know  where  all  the  treasure  of  the  bee 
Is  hidden,  if  we  wish  it,  and  the  grain 
The  careful  squirrel  hoarded  up  with  pain. 
We  know  the  movements  of  the  stars,  and  we 
Could  tell  the  secrets  of  the  mystic  sea. 

When  Winter-time  draws  nearer  then  we  weep 
To  know  that  Autumn's  wealth  is  almost  done. 
Frost  kills  the  leaves  and  flow'rs  all  one  by  one, 
And,  when  the  snow  comes,  in  the  woods  so  deep, 
Buried  in  leaves,  we  hide  ourselves  and  sleep. 

With  Spring's  returning  we  forget  the  snow, 
And,  with  the  sun,  we  wake  again  and  live, 
Tasting  the  joys  that  light  and  warmth  can  give ; 
Sing  with  the  birds  and  see  the  rivers  flow, 
Laugh  with  the  nymphs  and  watch  the  grasses  grow. 
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IN   THE   GARDEN 

IN  the  garden  to  and  fro, 
Fluting  low,  thrushes  go. 

In  the  garden  we  can  spy, 
Circling  high,  swallows  fly. 

In  the  garden  all  a-blow, 
Row  on  row  roses  grow. 

In  the  garden  when  we  meet 
Life  is  sweet  and  complete. 


A  Winter  Song 


A  WINTER   SONG 

Now  in  the  dark  December  time 

(Ah,  but  the  winter-wind  blows  shrill !) 

When  streets  in  town  are  black  with  grime 

(There's  frost  on  the  ground  and  snow  on  the  hill). 

'Tis  good  to  think  of  warmer  days 

(Hey  !  but  March  brings  the  daffodil). 

And  wandering  in  woodland  ways 

When  the  sun  is  bright  and  the  wind  is  still. 

This  is  the  burden  of  my  rhyme, 

"  Forget  our  bitter  Northern  clime." 

(For  all  that  the  winter  air  is  chill.) 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


THE   CAGED   BIRD 

A   ROUNDEL 

A  WOODBIRD'S  song — not  sung  amongst  the  trees 
Whereto  the  liquid  notes  by  right  belong, 
But  rich  in  sweetness  and  wild  harmonies. 
A  woodbird's  song ! 

Holding  no  hint  of  guile  or  any  wrong, 

Fitful  and  careless  as  the  idle  breeze, 

Not  overloud  sometimes,  then  full  and  strong, 

The  voice  at  least  is  free  and  so  can  please 
Though  caged  the  Singer  'midst  the  city's  throng. 
It  breathes  a  dream  of  country  memories, 

A  woodbird's  song ! 


Youth  and  Age 


YOUTH    AND   AGE 

AH,  Life  is  sweet ! 

We  have  the  scent  of  flowers, 

Your  hand  is  clasped  in  mine, 

Above  our  heads  the  honeysuckles  twine, 

And  Love  and  mirth  are  ours. 

No  songs  were  ever  sung 

So  sweet  as  those  we  know, 

And  we  are  young 

And  red  the  roses  blow. 

Come,  Love,  with  me  repeat 

That  Life  is  sweet. 

Ah  !  Life  is  fleet 

And  happiness  is  fled. 

Our  music  is  all  dumb  ; 

Instead  of  laughter  now  the  slow  tears  come. 

Where  are  the  roses  red  ? 

The  world  is  passing  cold, 

Love  wears  a  stranger's  face, 

And  we  are  old 

And  Death  comes  on  apace. 

Say  with  me,  as  is  meet, 

That  Life  is  fleet. 
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THE  COMPLAINT  OF  SEPTEMBER 

WHAT  though  my  robes  resplendent  are  with  gold 
And  on  my  hair  the  Summer  sunshine  lingers  ? 
Each  day  the  year  grows  sadder  and  more  old 
And  shivers  'neath  the  touch  of  Winter's  fingers. 

Soon  shall  my  radiant  robes  be  stripped  away, 
With  all  the  glory  that  my  beauty  yields, 
E'en  as  the  golden  corn  that  conquered  lay 
Is  ravished  from  the  sad  and  lonely  fields. 

Winter  again  his  worshippers  will  claim 
And  see  the  incense,  from  the  burning  ember, 
Rise  in  the  praise  and  honour  of  his  name, 
While  I  shall  be  forgotten,  I,  September. 
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I  Love  You  Only 


I   LOVE   YOU  ONLY 

A   RONDEL 

WHAT  other  words  then  would  you  have  me  say 
Except  "  I  love  you  only ;  love  you,  Dear." 
No  other  words  you  from  my  lips  could  hear 
Could  paint  the  passion  that  these  words  convey, 

How  I  adore — in  no  uncertain  way — 
Adore  and  love  you,  worship,  yea  !  revere. 
What  other  words  then  would  you  have  me  say 
Except  "  I  love  you  only  ;  love  you,  Dear !  " 

Yet  gladly  would  I  your  behest  obey 
And  find  some  speech  to  make  my  love  appear 
In  honeyed  phrases  newer  for  your  ear ; 
Yet  still  it  rings  "  I  love  you  only." — Nay, 
What  other  words  then  would  you  have  me  say 
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NEPENTHE 

WE  have  finished  our  mirth  and  our  pleasure, 
We  have  sown  and  we  wish  not  to  reap, 
We  have  squandered  our  uttermost  treasure 
And  now  we  would  sleep. 

The  world  has  no  more  in  its  keeping 
To  give  us  (save  memories)  yet 
It  mocks  us  and  if  we  were  sleeping 
We  then  might  forget. 

But  lest  that,  in  dream-time  to  daunt  us, 
These  Memories  waken  and  live, 
Keep  close  to  us,  crush  us  and  haunt  us.  ... 
O,  dead  days  forgive  ! 


Doridon's  Song 


DORIDON'S  SONG 

PULSE  o'  my  heart ! 
How  slow  life  goes,  how  slow 
When  we  are  far  apart. 
Wilt  thou  return  or  no  ? 

Scent  o*  the  hay  ! 
Now  let  me  rest,  me  rest, 
And  dream — as  well  I  may — 
For  life  hath  lost  its  zest. 

Love-in-a-mist ! 

I  thought  my  heart  was  mine 

Until,  until  we  kiss'd 

And  then — I  found  'twas  thine. 
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TRIOLET 

"  Jeunesse,  une  rose  a  la  main." 

YOUTH,  with  a  rose  in  the  hand 
And  all  of  life's  joy  in  the  eyes  ! 
Half-broken  free  from  command, 
Youth  with  a  rose  in  the  hand. 
Who  can  resist  or  withstand, 
Though  ever  so  solemn  and  wise, 
Youth  with  a  rose  in  the  hand 
And  all  of  life's  joy  in  the  eyes  ? 


The  Vagabond 


THE   VAGABOND 

SOME  through  this  world  of  ours, 
With  Sorrow  step  keeping, 
Make  their  Life's  Pilgrimage 
Sighing  and  weeping. 

But  with  Joy's  hand  in  mine, 
All  care  from  me  flinging, 
Down  through  the  Vale  of  Life 
I  shall  go  singing. 
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A   QUATRAIN 

WHEN  Phyllida  was  fancy  free 
White,  as  the  lilies  fair,  was  she  : 
But  now,  that  Love  to  her  discloses 
Himself,  she  blushes  like  the  roses. 
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Reasons  for  Rejoicing 


REASONS   FOR    REJOICING 

SHALL  I  not  then  be  glad  when  morning  breaks 
And  o'er  the  world  another  day  awakes  ? 
Another  day  that  brings  you  nearer  me  ! 
And  shall  I  not  be  glad,  still  more,  when  night 
Comes  and  extinguishes  the  day's  long  light 
So  that  there  yet  still  fewer  hours  must  be 
Until  the  time  we  meet  ? 
O  days  and  nights,  be  fleet ! 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 


PIPES   O'   PAN 

PAN  on  his  pipe  doth  play  : 
He  calls  us,  he  calls  us, 
"  Whatever  befalls  us 
Let  us  enjoy  to-day." 

Pan  hath  played  on  his  pipe : 
He  calls  us,  "  Come  follow, 
O'er  hill  and  o'er  hollow 
The  world  for  Mirth  is  ripe." 

Sweet  on  his  pipe  plays  Pan. 
"  Here  Love  is  and  laughter, 
Who  cares  what  comes  after 
Since  this  old  world  began  ? 

Pan  on  his  pipe  hath  played 
And  we,  hearing,  follow 
As  swift  as  the  swallow 
And  will  not  be  gainsaid. 
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If  I  were  Dead 


IF   I   WERE   DEAD 

A     RONDELET 

IF  I  were  dead 

Would  you  be  sorry  for  a  little  space  ? 

If  I  were  dead 

Would  you  forget  the  loving  words  I  said  ? 

Or  would  you,  with  a  smile  upon  your  face, 

Turn  to  some  other  lover's  glad  embrace 

If  I  were  dead  ? 
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TURN   NOT  THY   FACE   AWAY 

A    VlRELAI    (R.HYTHME    D'ALAIN  CHARTIER.) 

TURN  not  thy  face  away, 
But  say,  O  sweetheart,  say, 
And  that  without  delay 
Thine  answer.     Yea  or  Nay  ? 
I  fain  would  know. 

I  am  beneath  thy  sway  : 
In  humbleness  I  pray 
Wilt  thou  my  love  repay  ? 
Look,  dear,  on  my  dismay. 
Some  pity  show  ! 

Canst  thou  thy  heart  bestow  ? 
Answer  and  let  me  go  ! 
Wherefore  torment  me  so, 
Dost  thou  not  guess  the  woe 
Thou  canst  allay  ? 

Even  my  keenest  foe 
Might  feel  compassion  grow 
To  see  me  laid  so  low  ; 
But  thou  art  cold  as  snow. 
Ah,  welladay ! 
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The  True  Lover 


THE   TRUE   LOVER 

A    RlSPETTO 

THOUGH  you  were   hideous    I  should  think  you 

fair, 

Though  you  were  foolish  I  should  count  you  wise, 
Though  you  were  sinful  yet  I  still  should  dare 
To  deem  you  fit  to  dwell  in  Paradise, 

Because  I  love  you.     Ah  !  but  since  I  know 
You  wise,  fair,  good  and  purer  than  the  snow 
Only  to  show  my  worship,  as  is  meet, 
I  lay  my  Life's  whole  service  at  your  feet. 
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A   CHANT   ROYAL 

IT  chanced  I,  sleeping,  came  to  dream  one  night 
The  dream  that  made  me  start  upon  my  quest 
After  the  Lady  (dawning  on  my  sight 
In  such  a  glorious  vision)  made  me  blest. 
Methought  she  stooped  and  to  my  happiness 
Upon  my  brow  she  placed  a  kiss  no  less, 
And  then  as,  overwhelmed  with  joy,  I  lay, 
"  Follow  me  where  I  go,"  she  seemed  to  say. 
I  woke  :  but  yet  so  clear  the  dream  had  been 
I  sware  a  great  oath  in  a  solemn  way, 
"  She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen." 

She  is  my  star  and  I  her  satellite, 
Where  she  doth  move  I  follow — east  or  west — 
Nor  will  I  ever  cease  to  seek  despite 
The  hopelessness  and  hardness  of  my  test. 
The  thought  of  failure  shall  me  not  oppress 
Nor  from  my  seeking  cause  me  to  digress. 
She  called  me  to  the  task  that  I  essay, 
And  shall  I  not  her  sweet  command  obey  ? 
Yea  !  though  the  task  she  set  were  poor  or  mean 
I  should  have  faced  it  still  without  dismay. 
"  She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen." 
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A  Chant  Royal 

Wherefore  my  joy  awhile  has  taken  flight : 

I  spend  the  day  in  search  and  take  no  rest, 

Praying  when  daylight  fails,  in  sleep,  I  might 

See  her  again  who  robbed  Life  of  its  zest. 

For  if  I  find  her  not  I  here  confess 

And  on  the  vow  I  made  lay  further  stress, 

"  No  other  maiden,  be  she  proud  or  gay, 

Shall  o'er  my  bosom  bear  the  smallest  sway." 

For  having  once  that  gracious  vision  seen 

All  other  women  are  as  common  clay. 

"  She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen." 

Yet  in  that  Vision  I  have  much  delight 

Because,  in  it,  I  looked  upon  the  best 

Of  Womanhood  :  for  in  her  did  unite 

All  women's  charms  and  beauty  manifest. 

(Such  radiance  as  no  man  could  ever  guess 

Unless  such  Vision  should  his  dreams  possess), 

So  if  I  never  see  her  more  I  may 

All  reverence  and  worship  to  her  pay. 

No  other  light  can  'twixt  us  intervene 

To  dim  the  glory  of  that  perfect  ray — 

"  She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen." 

Some  mock  me,  others  pity  my  sad  plight 
Not  knowing  that  I  bear  within  my  breast 
Her  image — of  all  goodliness  the  height — 
Upon  my  heart  for  evermore  impressed. 
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She  sealed  me  unto  her  with  that  caress 

Therefore  I  ever  seek  my  dream-princess  : 

Tracking  her  as  a  tiger  tracks  its  prey 

When  hunger  drives  it  cunning  to  display. 

Though  Worlds  and  Seas  may  lie  us  twain  between 

Yet  still  I  cannot  wish  that  vow  away, 

"  She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen." 

Envoi 

Some  call  my  endless  search  foolhardiness, 
But  looking  to  my  Love's  divine  largess, 
Though  I  upon  the  quest  grow  old  and  grey, 
My  hope  of  winning  her  shall  not  decay, 
And  though  it  be  not  in  the  Life  terrene 
I  somehow  know  that  on  some  future  day 
She  and  no  other  one  shall  be  my  Queen  ! 
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My  Lady's  Sleep 


,MY   LADY'S   SLEEP 

HUSH,  do  not  stir  !     My  lady  lies  asleep 
So  tranquilly  upon  the  mossy  grass. 
The  sun  sinks  low,  the  purple  shadows  pass, 
Lengthening  slowly  so  that  they  may  creep 
Nearer  to  her.     Like  as  a  flock  of  sheep 
Follow  each  other  so  they  follow  on, 
Kissing  her  hair,  her  eyes,  her  cheek,  anon 
Lingering  upon  her  lips  :  what  time  I  keep 
Watch  over  her  lest  anything  should  harm. 
(Envying  the  while  the  moving  shadows'  bliss, 
That  dare  to  touch  soft  hand  and  rounded  arm 
And  the  fair  head  that  on  it  pillowed  is 
In  rest.)     Her  beauty  moves  me  like  a  charm  : 
I  will  stoop  down  and  wake  her  with  a  kiss. 
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THE   PLAINT   OF   THE  FOOLISH 
VIRGINS 

FLOWER  o'  the  whin  ! 

Love's  glory  is  as  golden  as  your  flower, 

Your  thorns  are  cruel  as  remembered  sin. 

Flower  o'  the  rose  ! 

Love's  favour  lasts  for  but  a  little  hour 

And  then,  no  matter  how  we  pray,  it  goes. 

Sad  Rosemary, 

You  speak  to  us  indeed  of  days  of  yore — 

Remembrance  of  past  Love  can  never  die  ! 

Lavender-bloom ! 

Sweetness  is  yours  to  keep  for  evermore 

As  happy  memories  are  Love's  perfume. 

Flowers  in  the  Sun  ! 

They  open  all  their  sweetness  to  the  light, 

So  do  our  hearts  when  Love's  reign  hath  begun. 

Flowers  in  the  cold  ! 

They  droop  and  fall  and  perish  in  a  night, 

So  is  it  with  our  Joy  when  Love  is  old. 


Disenchantment 


DISEN  CH  ANTMENT 

I  PRAY  you  let  there  be  no  more  of  this. 

Take  back  the  idle  tokens  that  you  gave 

When  I  believed  you  loved  me — dreamed  of  bliss 

Unutterable.     I  bent  me  as  a  slave, 

Before  you,  overpaid  with  but  a  kiss. 

Yet  leave  me  now  !     I  hope  but  for  the  grave. 

When  sometimes  in  your  eyes  so  sweet  and  grave 

I  saw,  or  thought  I  saw,  love's  dawning  bliss 

Rise  for  me,  I  was  then  no  more  a  slave, 

A  King  omnipotent.     By  what  ?     Why  this — 

A  smile  of  feigning  love  a  woman  gave, 

False  words,  false  oaths,  sealed  with  a  falser  kiss. 

Nay,  now  you  shall  not  bribe  me  by  a  kiss, 
Look  not  as  though  you  were  a  suppliant  slave. 
I  know  you  love  me  not  and  knowing  this 
I  face  the  future,  feeling  old  and  grave, 
Seeing  no  chance  of  any  later  bliss 
And  bid  farewell  to  all  the  joys  hope  gave. 

And  yet,  if  now  to  you  myself  I  gave 

I  could  not  trust  you  ever ;  it  is  this 

That  you  have  brought  me  to.     If  stern  and  grave 

The  sentence  seems,  unsoftened  by  a  kiss 

Am  I ;  no  longer  being  Passion's  slave 

To  be  thus  cozened  to  unreal  bliss. 
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Ah  me  !  farewell  to  all  old  dreams  of  bliss 
With  you  beside  me  ever.     If  I  gave 
So  many  hours  to  idle  thoughts  of  this 
My  punishment  has  come  and  in  a  grave 
I  bury  all  my  fruitless  hopes.     No  kiss 
Can  call  me  back  again  to  be  your  slave. 

Farewell.     It  may  so  be  that  a  freed  slave 

Feels  strange  when  loosed  from  chains  at  whose 

grim  kiss 

His  fettered  limbs  oft  chafed  in  thraldom  grave. 
So  even  I,  now  freed  from  bonds  like  this, 
Feel  strange  and  sad.     The  freedom  that  you  gave 
Brings  grief  with  it :  nor  yet  I  know  my  bliss. 

So  part  like  this  :  I  am  no  more  your  slave  ! 
Beyond  the  grave  if  we  two  meet,  in  bliss, 
Give  back  the  kiss  which  I  in  parting  gave. 
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Wind-Flower 


WIND-FLOWER 

FLOWER  o'  the  wood,  so  pure  and  white, 
Made  but  for  sunshine  and  delight, 
How  we  all  watch  you  'neath  the  trees 
Dance  in  the  sun,  sway  in  the  breeze, 
Perfect  in  ev'ry  changing  mood, 

Flower  o'  the  wood  ! 

Flower  o'  the  wood,  did  you  but  know 
Of  Autumn  frost  and  Winter  snow, 
When,  half-dead,  lies  the  patient  Earth, 
Would  you  be  sad  and  cease  your  mirth  ? 
"  Ah,  well !  "  you  say,  "  This  life  is  good." 
Flower  o'  the  wood  ! 

Flower  o'  the  wood,  a  wind  has  blown 
And  you  are  dead  :  I  am  alone. 
The  sad  grey  world  and  weeping  sky 
Hear  all  day  long  my  fruitless  cry, 
"  Come  back."     Ah !     If  you  only  could, 
Flower  o'  the  wood  ! 
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HEAT   IN   LONDON 

SONNET 

ALL  day  the  city  faints  beneath  the  heat 
As  hour  by  hour  all  breathlessly  she  lies 
Under  relentless,  burning,  summer  skies. 
Outworn  she  hears  the  restless  hurrying  feet 
Of  men  and  women  through  her  pathways  beat 
Unceasingly.     To  rest  she  vainly  tries, 
The  airless  night  prolongs  her  agonies 
And  next  day  doth  her  sufferings  repeat. 
Weary  she  wakes  with  throbbing,  aching,  brain, 
And,  tired,  must  face  the  long,  exhausting  day ; 
The  dull  hot  odours  of  the  streets  inhale, 
All  unrefreshed,  till  darkness  hides  her  pain 
And  leaves  her  seeking  for  what  sleep  she  may 
Till  dawn  removes  the  night's  compassionate  veil. 
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Love  the  Pedlar 


LOVE   THE   PEDLAR 

THE  pedlar  Love  is  waiting  at  the  door, 
With  pack  unbound  to  show  the  wondrous  store 
Of  goods  he  brings  :  and  some  are  rich  and  rare 
And  some  but  poor  and  worthless.     'Tis  unfair 
The  way  to  keep  his  best  goods  back  he  tries 
And  gives  instead  his  poorer  merchandise 
Unless  you  know  full  well  the  worth  thereof. 
This  being  so  one  should  not  trust  in  Love, 
He  is  so  artful  and  a  shameless  cheat, 
To  deal  with  him  at  all  is  most  unmeet. 
(Watching,  I  oft  have  seen  the  crafty  boy 
Measure  out  life-long  grief  for  year-long  joy), 
Still,  while  the  days  are  long  and  dull  and  grey, 
To  drive  a  bargain  wears  the  time  away. 
Fling  wide  the  door  then  and  let  Love  come  in  ! 
If  two  will  chaffer  one  must  surely  win, 
And  though  the  prices  asked  may  seem  too  high 
Why  should  the  gainer  not  in  fact  be  I  ? 
For  I,  in  looking  through  his  well-filled  pack, 
Might  find  a  thing  I  would  not  choose  to  lack. 
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AN  ADIEU 

THE  hopes  that  once  you  raised  in  me  have  sped, 
The  dreams  I  wove  about  your  name  are  fled, 
The  rose  that  once  you  gave  to  me  is  dead. 
Dead    rose,   dead    dreams,    and    cherished    dead 
hopes  too, 

Adieu ! 


Cophetua  and  the  Beggar-Maid 


COPHETUA   AND   THE 
BEGGAR-MAID 

He. 

WHAT  though  I  am  a  king  upon  a  throne  ? 
Only  in  worldly  rank  I  am  above  you, 
All  greater  gifts  are  yours  and  yours  alone 
Only — I  love  you  ! 

She. 

And  though  you  are  a  king  both  brave  and  wise, 
As  all  your  words  and  deeds  do  truly  prove  you, 
A  beggar  I  accept  your  sacrifice 
Because — I  love  you. 
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LOVE'S   GRAVE 

Now  Love  is  dead 

For  him  dig  we  a  narrow  bed  : 

And  let  a  dirge  for  him  be  said. 

Bring  violets, 

(Sad  purple  suits  best  with  regrets) 

And  pansies,  that  the  night  dew  wets. 

But  you  and  I 

Have  not  shed  tears  or  breathed  a  sigh 

Although  we,  watching,  saw  him  die. 

For  long  before 

His  death,  our  hearts  were  sad  and  sore 

Now  he  is  dead  we  grieve  no  more. 

Then  toll  the  bell ! 
Of  Love  ring  far  and  wide  the  knell 
And  let  us  part  and  say  "Farewell," 
For  Love  is  dead. 


The  Thrush 


THE   THRUSH 

Do  you  not  hear  it,  hear  it  singing  ?     Hush  ! 

All  beauty  of  the  world,  of  life  :  a  cry 

Of  passionate  longing,  love  that  cannot  die, 

Blent  in  a  song  together.     Tis  the  thrush 

Singing  his  lover's  evening  harmony 

As  if  in  one  short  strain  he  fain  would  try 

All  sweetness,  rapture,  power  of  love,  to  crush. 

Do  we  not  know  his  meaning,  you  and  I  ? 
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A  SICILIAN   OCTAVE 

You  know  so  well  how  sweet  it  is  to  hear 
The  mavis  singing  in  the  early  Spring, 
The  joy,  the  hope,  the  laughter  of  the  Year 
About  the  perfect  music  seem  to  cling. 
The  nightingale,  the  lark  and  blackbird  clear 
Soft  spells  upon  us  by  their  voices  fling. 
All  these  are  sweet  indeed :  but  O,  my  Dear  ! 
'Tis  greater  pleasure  far  to  hear  you  sing. 
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AN   ALLEGORY 

PLUCK  then  a  rose  ! 

For  though  while  growing  they  are  very  fair 
I  would  have  one,  all  for  mine  own,  to  wear 
Above  my  heart  so  that  its  sweetness  rare 
Is  only  mine  and  not  a  thing  to  share 
With  all  the  bees  that  round  it  close. 

And  yet  .  .  .  suppose 

I  wear  the  flower  awhile,  it  fades,  and  I 

Throw  it  away  from  me  and  let  it  lie 

Unheeded — crawled  upon  by  any  fly 

That  will — Remorse  might  whisper  by  and  bye, 

"  You  could  have  spared  it  if  you  chose." 

Say  that  it  shows 

Fairest  of  all :  yet,  if  the  stem  I  break 

The  thorns  may  pierce  my  hand  when  I  it  take 

And  all  the  petals  fall.     Then  for  its  sake 

Shall  I  have  nothing  but  the  thorn-wound's  ache 

Left  with  me  always  ?     Ah,  who  knows  ! 
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EHEU!   FUGACES   LABUNTUR 

ANNI 

A    VlLLANELLE 

AH  !  long  ago  when  we  were  young 

Our  Love  was  a  Divinity, 

When  we  could  speak  the  lover's  tongue. 

Our  laughter  far  and  wide  we  flung, 

The  world  seemed  made  for  naught  but  glee, 

Ah  !  long  ago,  when  we  were  young. 

Sweet  were  the  idle  songs  we  sung, 

However  poor  the  minstrelsy, 

When  we  could  speak  the  lover's  tongue. 

We  thought  Fame's  ladder's  topmost  rung 

To  reach  would  very  easy  be, 

Ah  !  long  ago  when  we  were  young. 

How  glibly  were  Love's  phrases  strung, 
How  fervent  in  our  praise  were  we, 
When  we  could  speak  the  lover's  tongue ! 

How  fast  our  hands  together  clung 
When  you  were  all  the  world  to  me ! 
Ah  !  long  ago  when  we  were  young 
When  we  could  speak  the  lover's  tongue. 
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STORNELLI 

DAWN  o'  the  day  ! 

I   hear  the   call  of  the  lark  and   the  cry  of  the 

plover, 
"  Come,  come  away ! " 

The  bee  is  a  rover  ! 

All  the  honey  of  life,  as  he  wanders  astray 

He  will  discover. 

Flower  o'  the  May ! 

Under  the  sun  and  the  trees  when  I  meet  with  my 

lover 
What  will  he  say  ? 

Flower  o'  the  clover ! 

He  will  tell  me  he  loves  me,  in  the  old  way, 

Over  and  over. 


A  Garland  of  Lyrics 
A   MARRIAGE   SONG 

SING,  birds,  then  sing  !     Let  there  be  now  no  grief 

or  sorrowing, 

Sing  but  of  youth  and  joy  and  hope  and  Love, 
Of  Summer  and  the  happiness  thereof, 
Of  lips  that  laugh  and  touch  and  hands  that  cling, 
Sing,  birds,  then  sing. 

Know,  roses,  know  truly  ye  are  the  sweetest  flowers 

that  blow, 

Yet,  though  you  are  so  radiantly  fair, 
Your  beauty  cannot  with  my  Love's  compare. 
I  gather  you  because  she  loves  you  so, 
Know,  roses,  know. 

Shine,  sun,  oh  !  shine.    Can  there  be  any  happiness 

like  mine  ? 

Shine  out  and  let  not  any  clouds  be  near 
To  mar  the  hour  that  brings  to  me  my  Dear. 
This  day  among  all  perfect  days  enshrine 
Shine,  sun,  oh  !  shine. 

Blow,  Zephyr,  blow  swiftly  as  to  my  Love  from  me 

you  go 

And  tell  her  that  it  is  so  late,  so  late, 
And  yet  she  cometh  not :  say  that  I  wait 
And  moments  seem  as  hours  they  are  so  slow. 
Blow,  Zephyr,  blow ! 
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